Cue the hues for thousands of visitors

By Rosemary McClure
Los Angeles Times

BOSTON — Two pumpkins
and a jolly scarecrow decorat-
ed the front porch of the house,
a white clapboard Colonial in
Farmington, Maine, A sugar
maple tree in the frontyard had
started to lose its leaves, and
two boys were turning somer-
saults underneath it into a pile
of scarlet and gold, a
Dalmatian puppy vapping
noisily as it tried to join in the
fum.

A scene from a Norman
Rockwell painting? No, a scene
from a bus window as it rolled
through town on a weeklong
Trafalgar tour called Auumn
Colors.

Several million people
descend upon the rural back
roads of New England every
year in search of fall. They find
it in small towns like
Farmington, on shady trails
through y

‘ﬁfe.‘:munt and Mew Hampshire.
They find it in a reflection of
brilliantly colored trees in a
quiet pond, in the scent of
apples in an orch in a
momentary glance at boys
rolling in a hill of leaves.

I had joined the Trafalgar
group to sample one of the
company’s tours, traveling
anonymously as a consumer
scout on an iilIlf.’!':il". that cov-
ered 1,340 miles, from Boston
to Maine, New H
Vermont, NewYork a
Massachusetts. Trafalgar,
which calls itsell “the world'’s
favorite tour company,” is one
of the world’s largest, moving
about 90,000 travelers each
year. Its rates are moderate —
my trip cost $1,535 per person,
double occupancy, including
most meals (air fare was an
exira $357) — and the compa-
ny prides itself on offering firsi-
class accommodations.

I planned to evaluate the
trip, but T also wanted to take
my first look at a New England
fall. Would it — and the tour —
meet expectations?
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I could smell the ocean
before I saw it. Salt and the
tangy scent of seaweed drifted
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Mountains.

on—the—wind: e nld feft —

Boston around 8 a.m., driving
north aboul 70 miles o York
Beach, Maine. Clapboard
houses and shops, a wide
beach, a silvery sheet] of sea
glistening in the morning light.
There were no trees in sight,
but no one cared. The day was
glorious.

“We're going to park, so
everyone can get out and take a
picture,” said tour, guide
Beverly LaFlamboy “We'e
going to stop and do tlm extra
thing."

I smiled. I've been on bus
tours where ihere were no
photo stops, regardless of the
wow factor of the scenery.

The driver pulled the bus to
the side of the road a
of the tour's 51 par
clambered off, camera:
ready. My fellow travelers
hailed from North America
and Australia; most were over
60 and from the Midwest.

“Ten minutes,” LaFlamboy

siled out, *or as
long as it ou to take a
pleture or two.

We were back in the busin a
flash and off to our next stop,
the Nubble Lighthouse at Cape

Please see TOUR, Page D2

Changing leaves provide a colorful frame for Silver Cascade, a waterfall
near Crawford Notch, N.H.

Plstor iy AHEMART MCCIURE o dopelen i
Autumn's kaleidoscope of miun is mirrored in a pond on the Saco River along U.S. 302 in Hew Hampshire's White
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